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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Dont have any idea where this one came from. Dont even know if | like it or not. Certainly a different Axl than 


| am used to having. 


Slash's POV 


Its nights like this that simply terrify me. No, I'm not scared of storms. I'm Slash, nothing scares me. | 
suppose ‘terrify’ wasn't the word | wanted to use. Unnerve? Nights like this make me nervous. Maybe it's the 
simple fact that something is going on, something not caused by the direct actions of another individual. | know 
it sounds crazy, but it's just another part of me. | try to block out the sound of the rain against the window 
as my fingers slide gently over the strings of my guitar. I'm not playing anything in particular, just playing. It's 


the one thing | can count on to always be there, the one thing that will never fail to relax me. 


Thunder rolls softly, distantly, and it sounds almost poetic combined with the enchanting tune. | close my eyes, 
sighing as my fingers continued to play. Yes, that's it. Take me away to my dreamland. Like | said, it never lets 
me down, My entire body relaxes, and this is where | want to be. My surroundings are nothing but darkness, 


and there | am leaning against it, playing the same tune | am now. It's always the same, only the shadows 
sometimes change. They're always in black and white, and they never last longer than a few seconds. | sigh, and 
watch the pictures, bright against the black endless nothingness. 


| see pictures that | can barely tie a memory to, but they soothe me to some degree. There's always a 
picture of my mother and father, and sometimes the rest of my family. | always see Steven, and after all 
that we've been through together | can understand why he's usually first. Next, there's Izzy, followed by Duff. 
| smile, picturing him making a complete ass out of himself at some random bar. Drunken bastard he is, but | 


love the guy. 


I'm so caught up in my own thoughts that | don't even hear the door creak open, nor do | hear feet padding 
against the carpet. | only open my eyes when | feel movement on the bed beside of me. My fingers freeze 
when | see him, but he doesn't give me time to question his presence. Red hair tickles my chest as he leans 
over me, pressing his lips softly against mine. My subconscious tells me to push him away, but | could never 
deny him anything. Instead | wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him in closer. He relaxes against me, just as 


he always does. 


His picture would've been next in my slide show of memories. He's always there, never failing to appear in my 
dreams. Perhaps my conclusion was wrong; playing isn't my only constant. He pulls away and wordlessly begins 
planting kisses down my neck, his fingers curling around the shoulder strap of my guitar. | arch my neck, giving 


him better access as my hands abandon my Les Paul for him. 

"A Axl." 

side 

He moves even lower, kissing my bare chest. "I.1 dont--" Oh fuck | cant say that to him. "Feels good, Axl’ 


| feel his teeth against my skin as he smiles. He's happy, and that's what matters. | urge him up long enough 
for me to remove my guitar, setting it carefully on the floor. Before my back is against the sheets, his lips 
are against mine, this time more passionate and fiery. He groans into my mouth, and my body reacts 
accordingly. My calloused fingers slide up his spine, tangling in the mass of red silk that is fanned across his 
shoulders. His face drops to my shoulder, and his breath is ragged. | feel his hand creeping between our bodies, 
fumbling with the button on my jeans. 


"Slash, | need you," he whispers breathlessly. 

| reach down, popping the button and sliding the zipper down for him. | need him too, but I'll never tell. He slides 
down so that his lips are above my arousal. This is it. There's no talking about it beforehand, no worries 
afterward. Its just some sort of carnal, lustful ritual that we perform with no emotional attachment 


whatsoever. His lips close over the head, and my eyes slip shut. 


"Fuck," | whisper, my hands sliding through his hair. 


He begins to move up and down, sucking and lapping at the precum. Everything he does is perfect. Never 
different, always the same. He is one of the few constants in my life, and its oddly comforting. | feel his eyes 
on me, and | open mine, locking them with his. Something in the pit of my stomach starts to churn, and | can 
tell by the look in his eyes that something has indeed changed. | try to concentrate on that look, desperately 
trying to analyze it, but he looks away. 


"Axl--" | try, but he swallows me, humming around my length. My hips buck into him, and | shoot my load 
down the back of his throat. He whimpers, not letting a drop escape his lips. 


"Fuck." My head falls to the side as my chest heaves. | feel his warmth disappear quickly as he sits back on 


his heels. His eyes are full of tears, and his hands are trembling as he tucks me away and zips me up. "Axl?" 
The levy mustve broke as his tears streamed down his face. My heart wrenched inside of my chest, and | did 
the only thing | could think of. | sat, pulling him against me, my arms wrapped tightly around his upper body. 


He sobbed against me as the thunder rumbled a bit louder that before. His fingers wrapped around my curls 


as he clung to me. There was something in his touch, need, It was as if he was terrified to let go. 
'Shhhh, it's okay," | whispered, rocking him back and forth. “Im right here. It's alright" 

"You're... you're always here,” he managed between sobs. 

| nodded, kissing his forehead. "Yeah, | guess | ann" 

| think I'm starting to understand him to some degree. No one will ever completely understand Axl Rose, but | 


think I've decoded some part of him that few others have even tried. He's my constant, and maybe, just 


maybe | am his. 


